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To improve your imagination read Milton, Shakes- 
peare and Dante. 

To improve your reasoning read Bacon, Locke and 
Fra Elbertus. 

To improve your judgment and good sense in the 
common affairs of life, read Ben Franklin and the 
Pastor of His Flock. 

To improve your patriotism and pluck, read Demos- 
thenes, the Life of Washington and A Message to 
Garcia. 

To improve your happiness read your policy in the 
Metropolitan Life Insurance Company of New York. 
To read your Metropolitan Policy you must first own 
one. 

You can get one for one hundred dollars or for one 
hundred thousand dollars. 

Its plans are the very best in the world. 

The company’s assets are more than fifty millions of 
dollars. 

It has over five millions of policies outstanding. 

It wrote and gained last year more insurance than 
any other company in the world. 

It met claims during 1899 averaging sixty dollars a 
minute for every business day of eight hours each, 
and they averaged, in number, one claim for every 
two minutes the year through. 

If you want to know more about it, write to 


The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, 
No. 1 Madison Avenue, 
New York City. 














LITTLE JOURNEYS TO THE 
HOMES OF ENGLISH AUTHORS: 


Series of 1900. 
EDITION DE LUXE: 


Each bound in limp chamois, silk-lined, 
with silk marker, frontispiece portrait in 
photogravure on Imperial Japan. Hand 
illumined, signed and numbered by the 
author. 





The twelve volumes, $10.00 
Single numbers, 1.00 


The edition is limited to one 
thousand copies of each number. 


& 


THE ROYCROFTERS, 
East Aurora, 
New York. 
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7 ; aAi4 On receipt of Ten 
Very Special couse to ony sor 
a Life Membership in the American Academy 
of Immortals, we record the new member’s 
mame on the Great Roster (in colors) and send 
gtatis, express prepaid, one each of every bound 
volume of the “ Philistine” which we have. 
We also send the member one of each bound 
volume as it comes out, and a copy of the 
Magazine as issued Every Little While, for 
ninety-nine years—but no longer. 

} To repeat—if you take a Life Membership 
yeu get one each of all the bound volumes we 
have, and you also receive the Choice Litera- 
ture for a century—lacking one year. We 
further send the “ Little Journeys” gratis, be- 
ginning with the 1900 series. Up to the present 
time Nine Volumes of the “ Philistine ” have 
been issued, of which Volumes I, II, III, IV, V, 
VI & VII have disappeared from view. We do 
not know where they can be procured. No num- 
ber of the “ Philistine ” will be reprinted. 

THE PHILISTINE, 


EAST AURORA, NEW YORE. 








ECENTLY there has been a 
fierce reopening of an old ques- 
tion among the doctors; the 





problem being whether alcohol 
is a food or merely a stimulant. Up to date 
those who claim alcohol has no value as a 
food seem to have the best of the argument. 
{ Coffee occupies the same position as al- 
cohol. Many people cannot drink coffee 
without discomfort ; to others it is a positive 
poison ; all who use it incur a risk. SOMO 
is believed to be the best substitute known 
for coffee. It smells like coffee, tastes like 
coffee, and is an improvement on coffee. It 
is very easy to prepare. SOMO is a liquid 
food—a delicious beverage—made from ce- 
reals according to a formula approved by 
Dr. J. H. Jackson of the Sanatorium, Dans- 
ville, N. Y. All good Grocers sell SOMO. 
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JOHN DICKINSON & CO., 


MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN 


HIGH GRADE PAPERS. 


Agents for English and Holland 
Hand-Mades. Samples on appli- 
cation, Correspondence solicited. 


78 FIFTH AVENUE, 
NEW YORK CITY. 


Anna Morgan School %xeression, 


Elocution, Voice Culture, Pantomime, Dramatic Art, 
Fencing, and Fancy Dancing. 


GYMNASIUM én6 eiton: 

AND CHILDREN 
Equipped with dressing rooms, lockers and shower 
bath. Catalogue mailed free. Eighth floor Fine Arts 
Building, 203 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 


AG CARPETS—The Old Fash- 

ioned kind. Woven roycroftie— 
stout, durable, beautiful—in East Au- 
rora by Roycroft girls (seventy years 
young). Rugs in three yard lengths, 
price Three Dollars, or in quantities 
One Dollar a yard. Address THE 
ROYCROFT SHOP, East Aurora, 
New York. 
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You Are Interested In 
Something? Why Not Get 
All the Best Things Print- 
ed About It? eeeee 








We read and clip thousands of newspapers 
and magazines every week, therefore we can 
equip you speedily and economically for a 
debate, speech, lecture, essay or anything 
else requiring up-to-date information, and 
more of it than your competitors are likely 
to get. Rates from 1 to 5 cents a clipping. 
Send for our Booklet, which explains the 
scope of the clipping industry. 
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New York Life Building Chicago 

















Nothing Else Cike It! 





The ride from Buffalo to New York 
over the New York Central takes 
you across the Genesee Valley just 
above the Falls of the Genesee, 
over the Montezuma Swamp, thru 
which runs the Seneca River out- 
let of Seneca Lake, across the ex- 
tensive Salt Fields of Syracuse, 
thru the ancient City of Rome, 
stopping at Utica, traversing the 
beautiful Mohawk Valley & along 
the Historic Hudson River, landing 
you at Grand Central Station in the 
center of the second city of the 
world. 
A catalogue of the ** Four Track Series,” 
a booklet of 32 pages, will be sent tree 
to any address, postage prepaid, on re- 
ceipt of a one-cent stamp by George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, New 
York Central, Grand Centra! Station, 
New York, 
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TO GARCIA 
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First printed in the “‘ Philistine ’’ 
for March, 1899, caused the edi- 
tion to be exhausted within three 
days after publication. We have 
reprinted the article for the ben- 
efit of those Discerning Ones who 
appreciate a good thing. Done in 
booklet form, on Holland hand- 
made paper, with one illumined 
initial, price roc each, or in quan- 
tities, say ten dollars per hun- 
dred. One thousand copies num- 
bered & signed by author, bound 
in limp chamois, satin-lined, il- 
lumined title-page, one dollar per 
copy @& Address the Bursar of 


THE PHILISTINES, 
East Aurora, 
N. Y. 


























| THE PHILISTINE 
| The Author. 


The Author is a man whose pen 
Runs on and on all day; 
And I’ve been told it goes best when 
He has the least to say. 
MARCO MORROW. 


* 
The Charge of a Brother 
Walt. 


E who aspires to be a Brother 
Walt must know the earth 
as his mother, the light as 
his father, the wind as his 
friend, the water as his kins- 
man, the sky as his brother, 
the animal and the plant as 
kindred spirits. He must un- 
derstand that you are I, and I am you, and what 
has happened that you and I am I, and that I 
and you are you. 
He must magnify and apply himself, lithograf- 
ing Kronus, Zeus his son, & Hercules his grand- 
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THE PHI- son, buying drafts of Osiris, Isis, Belus, Brahma, 


LISTINE Buddha; placing Manito in his portfolio, Allah 





on a leaf, securing the crucifix engraved, and 
not forgetting Odin & the hideous-faced Mexitli, 
and every idol and image—taking them all for 
what they are worth to feel the puzzle of puzzles 
that we call Being. He must be afoot with his 
vision until it fails him, then loaf and invite his 
soul. He must undrape and sing of himself. 
What is a man anyhow ? What am I? What 
are you? 

Consider why you extract strength from the beef 
you eat, and whether you can dare wear your 
hat indoors or outdoors as you please. With 
your foothold tenoned & mortist in granite, you 
will need to pry thru the strata, analyze to a hair 
and counsel with doctors, until you find no 
sweeter fat than that that sticks to your own 
bones. You will need to understand that the con- 
verging objects of the universe are written to 
you in perpetual flow, and your mission is to get 
the meaning of their writing. You must under- 
stand that it is as great to be a woman as to be 
a man, and that thereis nothing greater than the 
mother of men. However big you are in office 
or your own wisdom, you must quit your duck- 
ing and comprehend that size is only develop- 
ment. In your soul you must swear that you will 
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weigh the White House in the balance of a per- 
sonal worth, & that you will never deny the man- 
drudge of the cellar. That you will seize the de- 
scending man and say as a brother to him— 

Oh despairer, here is my neck. 

By the Almighty, you shall not go down! 

Hang your whole weight on me! 
You are not askt to give lectures nor a little 
charity, but to give yourself. You are to be a 
learner with the simplest, a teacher of the 
thoughtfulest, a novice beginning and the ex- 
perient in myriads of seasons ; to sympathize 
with every rank and religion ; to be farmer, me- 
chanic, artist, gentleman, seller, Quaker, ex- 
press-driver, hod-carrier, foreman, prisoner, 
fancy man, rowdy, lawyer, fysician and priest. 
Your sphere is to incarnate the Southerner as 
soon as the Northerner, the Yankee, Canadian, 
Newfoundler, Hoosier, Badger, Buckeye, Hawk- 
eye, the comrade of Californians, the free North- 
westerners, (loving their big proportions), the 
comrade of all who shake hands and welcome 
to meat and drink and freely, fully, truly to put 
yourself on record as from America sent. You 
must know that it is not only good to gain the 
day, but that it is good to fall, and that the spirit 
of lost battles at the bottom is the same as 
those won. 
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THE PHI- You must be proud of no greater level than that 





LISTINE by which you build your ewn house. You are 





forever to hurrah for positive science and a long 
life to exact demonstration. For lexicografer, 
chemist, mariner, geologist, astronomer, math- 
ematician, you thust bring third-month twigs 
mixt with cedar and branches of lilacs, and en- 
ter by them the royal area of your own dwelling. 
You will need to unscrew the locks on your 
doors, the doors themselves from their jambs ; 
mindful that whoever degrades another, degrades 
himself; that you are divine inside and out ; that 
the body is the condition of civilization, the royal 
channelway & great highway of travel between 
the unseen and the seen, between God and the 
soul, and that the integral man is as delicate 
around his bowels as around the head and the 
heart. 

It is your privilege to behold the daybreak and 
to find the morning-glory at your window, giv- 
ing you greater satisfaction than the metafysics 
of books. As a Brother Walt, you are a kosmos, 
not only a son of Manhattan, but a citizen of 
the Universe. Let your soul stand cool and com- 
posed before a million Universes. The minute 
that comes to you from the past decillions is ne 
better than now, and the sublime wonder 
under all of these Universes is always and al- 
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ways how there can be a mean man or an infidel. 
All things are yours, the new and the antique, 
the Greek and Germanic systems, Kant, Fichte, 
Schelling and Hegel, the stated lore of Plato, 
greater than Socrates sought and stated the 
Christ divine—fylosofies all, churches all, tenets 
all, yet underneath all, the dear love of man for 
his comrade. Yours is the joy of a belief that a 
leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of 
the stars, that a running blackberry would adorn 
the parlors of Heaven, and that a mouse is mir- 
acle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels. In 
the night-time it is yours to hear among the still 
little bells of your ear the distinctive voices 
echoing to the plaudits of your name at the Cap- 
itol during the day, and not be happy for that; 
to hear the “ Well done” of worthy plans ac- 
complisht, and still not be happy for that; to 
reflect that I am I, you are you, nature is nature, 
Ged is God, and that I, a comrade, am coming 
to you with the scents of the wild woods and the 
pond-sides, with the breaking of the dawn. 

Two comrades are a multitude. They know that 
whoever walks a furlong without sympathy, 
walks to his own funeral dresst in a shroud. 
The they may be pocketless of dimes, they may 
purchase the pick of the earth. A glance of their 
eyes, as a bean in its pod, confounds the learn- 
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THE PHI. ing of all times, and with a trade or employment, Vv 


LISTINE they may become a hub forthe wheeled universe as 
and heroes ranking above the warring gods of re 
granite covered centuries. A 
They do not say things for a dollar or to fill up r vi 
the time while waiting for a boat. They are fond F 
of a sweetheart, and relish a steak. They are first 
rate to ride, to fight, to hit the bull’s eye, to sail j 


a skiff, to sing a song and play on the banjo; 
preferring scars and the beard and the faces pit- 
ted with small pox over all latherers, and those 
well tanned to those that keep out of the sun. 
They are the clocks of themselves. They are 
not contained between their hats and their boots, 
and know how it stings to be slighted. To them 
the city invisible and invincible to the attacks of 
the whole earth, is the new city of Friends. 

It is the mission of a Brother Walt to plant 
companionship thick as trees along the Rivers 
of America, and along the shores of the Great t 
Lakes, and all over the prairies, and to make in- I 
separable cities by the life-long love of comrades. P 
Our tokens are a sprig of lilac with a branch of I ‘ 








pine, a bunch of wild orange, and calamus root, 
fresh scented of the pond-side. It is time to ex- i 
plain myself—let us stand up. Shoulder your ' ' 
duds, dear son, and I will mine and let us hasten 
forth. ; 
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Wonderful cities and free nations we shall fetch THE PHI- 
as we go. If you tire, give me both burdens and ;ISTINE 
rest the chuff of your hand on my hip. 

And in due time you shall repay the same ser- 

vice to me. 

For after we start we never lie by again. 


} W. M. BEARDSHEAR. 
¢ * 


At the Stock Farm. 


S we walk down the long, 
low sheds of the stock farm, 
with rows of box stalls on 
either hand,the gentle racers 
come, full of curiosity, to the 
windows and put out their 
beautiful heads with ears to 
the front, while they sniff 
the air with mobile nostrils. 

How friendly they are as we pat their warm 
noses and listen to the groom who recites their 
good points and pedigrees ! 

They have seen nothing but the loving side of 
man and know us as we should be. 

The brood-mares in their shaggy winter coats 
are out in the paddock in the snow. 

The nine-day-old colt, droppt out of season, is 
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THE PHI. in the heated stable with her dam, and runs up 


LISTINE ‘to us like a pet dog. 





They are almost human, these graceful, affec- 
tionate creatures, and the eight-months’ black 
colt, the pride of the farm, (who has a mile 
record alréady to his credit and is led out every 
day for the owner to feast his eyes upon) 
seems to know his high birth and breeding. 
O herse, brother and companion and equal of 
huntsman and soldier— 
Nobler than lion or tiger or polar bear— 
Has your strenuous master, astride of you, ever 
bethought himself that you are the handiwork 
of fright and timidity ? 
Product of centuries long of running away, you 
surpass the products of ages of combat. 
With no weapons but your Parthian heels, you 
have acquired what claws & teeth could never 
have won for you. 
Survival of the fleetest, you have outstrippt the 
survivals of the most belligerent. 
In you, cowardice throws down the gauntlet to 
courage, and nervousness to nerve. 

ERNEST CROSBY. 





ADV.—VIGORAL IS THE GREAT NERVE 
TONIC FOR CATS. REMEMBER THE 


— AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE. 
I 
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Wilted Hyacinths. 


FADED flower flung from 
the grated window of a pris- 
on cell; it falls at the feet of 
&@ passer-by—a woman of 
the town. 

But why should I call her a 
woman? She is a creature 
of the night. She belongs to 
all and to none, her home is a hovel & she lives 
in hell—a hell of her own preparing. 

Once she was courted, flattered, petted, pam- 
pered. She had her night-mare of glory when 
gold was showered upon her, silks rustled, per- 
fumes filled the air, bouquets burdened her table, 
carriages with footmen stoppt at her door. Man- 
sions, servants, joyous suppers, laughter, dia- 
monds, pearls—to do nothing and have every- 
thing, this was her ambition. 

She has drunk to its dregs the cup of nothing- 
ness. She has sought the potion that gives for- 
getfulness ; for abandonment, desertion, death 
follow as an unerring sequence on all the gleam, 
glitter and glamour that have gone before. 

And now she breathes only the sulphur fumes 
of Gehenna, and the scant silver that comes her 
way goes for the drug that brings oblivion. 
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THE PHI. With bloodshot eyes, disheveled hair, and burn- 


LISTINE ing thirst she hurries along—watcht, hunted, 





hooted. She draws her tattered shawl closer 
about her benumbed frame as the cutting blasts 
of winter, rushing down alleys and from around 
sharp corners, hunt her out. 

The flower drops at her feet. 

She stops, looks around, no one is watching, she 
picks it up—yes, it is a spray of hyacinth. She 
looks up to see from whence it came, and high 
up she thinks she sees a hand thrust out from a 
grated window. 

Someone is waving a hand to her—to her. 

Who can it be—someone has thought of her— 
someone has sent her a flower! 

She brushes her hand across her eyes, as if to 
clear her misty vision and looks up again. 

This time she sees nothing, only the sullen front 
of a great prison wall, jutting stone, grated win- 
dows, stone piled upon stone. 

She thrusts the flower into her bosom, and for- 
getful of where she was going, turns about and 
hastens to the den she calls home. 

Someone has thrown her a flower—not the 
flowers such as patronizing women of the Flower 
Mission bring with tracts and words of advice 
—not that—a flower from the hand of a man, a 
man in trouble, a prisoner, disgraced like herself, 
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in bonds. He has thrown her a flower. Who is THE PHI- 
this “he” of whom she thinks ? LISTINE 
Alas she does not know. Years and years, aye, 
centuries ago, when she wore pinafores & lived 
> with her father, mother, brothers and sisters in 
the country, she dreamed of this man, this man 
who would come to her and love her and give 
her freedom. 
It is the same dream come back—it is he. He 
will deliver her from the body of this death. He 
has flung her a flower. He is in trouble. What 
can she do to help him! 
She is a woman. She is not old. God sent her 
inte life and she has a right to love, to tender- 
ness, to motherhood and a home. No chill of 
doubt can put out the eternal fire— she loves the 
Ideal! 
This is her misery, her disgrace and her crown. 
Illusions will not fade away, she has prayed and 
watcht and longed for this—someone loves her. 
He has flung her a flower, 
When he is released he will come to her & take 
her away, and they will leave this life of horror, 
and fly to the country and make themselves a 
nest as the birds do. 
Someone has flung her a flower. 
She belongs to him & him alone. She has loved 
him all these years. She has waited for him. God 
17% 
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THE PHI- knows she has done wrong, but God knows, too, 





LISTINE her heart is pure. She appeals to the Higher 





Law—a power greater than herself has been 
pulling her down to death—but God knows, God 
knows ! For was it not God who allowed her to 
be tempted beyond her strength ? 

Someone has flung her a flower. It has awak- 
ened in her the Ideal—she had thought it dead, 
dead and nailed down with the coffin nails of her 
crimes. 

But no, there is light there yet. She wishes to 
do penance, to condole, to succor, to sanctify 
herself to someone, to be kind, to be useful. 
The refluxes of the heart are as sure and certain 
as the march of the planets. The desires of the 
heart are fixt stars—clouds may obscure, but 
wait and you shall see the light. 

There is that in souls which never perishes. 
Someone has flung this woman a flower & she 
becomes happy with a horrible happiness. She 
sees a cottage, warmed and lighted; a kettle 
singing on the hearth; supper on the table for 
him who was even now coming to his home, 
their home, whistling from his work ; she sees in 
the corner a cradle, and she begins crooning a 
lullaby to a babe that she has never presst to 
her aching breast. 

Someone has flung her a flower. 
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In the direst gloom, in the chill of abandonment, THE PHI- 
in the black of darkest pathways, in the dim, LISTINE 
gtay light of prison cells where the sun never 

enters, before stern judges, while policemen leer 

and men restrain not their evil tongues ; beneath 

the maze of pitfalls; in nights of horror and 

blackest chaos there is a gleam of light. It grows 

into a flame. What think you it can be? 

It is love—it is the Ideal. It exists even in hell. 

God never quite withdraws his Holy Spirit. 

: Someone has flung her a flower. 

. FRA ELBERTUS. 
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Side Talks with Philistines by the 
Pastor of His Flock & mh & & 


ECENTLY I Held Forth at 
the Waldorf-Astoria. It was 
a daring thing to do—to 
seize the Waldorf-Astoria 
kopje, and an East Aurora 
lawyer (not the Rogue) prof- 
esied that while there I 
would be served among 
other delicacies, with a Summons & Complaint. 
Possibly it is true that Ijhave spoken, once or 
twice, rather slightingly of the Waldorf-Astoria ; 
and perhaps I have somewhat odiously brought 
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THE PHI- it into comparison with the Ebenezer tavern, 
LISTINE but when I went to the Waldorf-Astoria to give 





my lecture the management of the hotel killed 
several fatted calves. In fact, both Mr. Boldt and 
Mr. Thomas supplied me veal in every style. And 
thus did they heap anthracite cinders on my 
head. Such gracious kiridness & polite attention 
I did not expect ; and hereafter I propose to use 
my influence to induce the citizens of East Au- 
rora to patronize the Waldorf-Astoria. 

Rev. Dr. Slicer, of the New York Central Rail- 
way, presided at the meeting. The lecture was in 
the “ Astor Gallery,”” which I think is the most 
beautiful room in America. It is, however, a little 
disconcerting te speak in a place where there 
are mirrors on every side, so you look at your- 
self side view, back, front & three-quarters pro- 
file by simply glancing around the walls. I forgot 
myself once in watching the oratorical machin- 
ery in action & gave part of another lecture. But 
still the affair passt off fairly well, save that 
Michael Monahan says it was a bad blunder on 
the part of Major Pond to allow Mr. John R. 
Hegeman, President of the Metropolitan Life 
Insurance Co., to eccupy one of the very front 
seats. Mr. Hegeman is a man of striking person- 
ality : strong, bold, fine-featured, with hair that 
falls in ringlets clear to his shoulders. To allow 
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aman like that to compete with the Star of the THE PH 
Evening, Michael says, was an errorofjudgment. .LISTINE 
Major Pond saw he was at fault, and so when 
we went to Philadelphia a notice was placed on 
< the bulletin board of Witherspoon Hall, thus : 
“ Gentlemen with artistic hair effects will please 
take seats well back.” 
The Aster Gallery holds six hundred chairs. All 
seats were sold at one dollar each & Mr. Thomas 
gtaciously opened one of the side parlors and 
placed two hundred more chairs. These were also 
F taken, and a good many of what Hamlin Whid- 
den called “ the Misguided,” were turned away. 
When the Major saw this, he fell upon my neck, 
rained Pond’s Extract down my back and cried, 
“My God! My God! Why did we not charge a 
dollar and a half a seat!” 
I see that Dean Stubbs, of Ely, is out with a 
letter in the “ Pall Mall Gazette” denying that 
i he ever said that Major Pond was the original 
David Harum. In this letter the Dean takes oc- 
casion to say his regard for the Major is very 
great, and further, that he fully endorses Hall 
? Caine’s project of placing in Westminster Abbey 
a memorial tablet to Major Pond. The leading 
literary men of England and several American 
authors, also, have made contributions for the 
purpose mentioned. All those who ccntribute 


175 














XUM 


THE PHI- will have their names on the tablet, too, and be- 





LISTINE Neath will be these words, “It is he that hath 





made us, and not we ourselves.” 

“The Sun” jibed and jeered me in a column or 
two of bilge—made contemptuous remarks about 
my raiment, ridiculed my hat, flaunted my hair- 
cut, and said my neck¢tie lookt like crape tied to 
a door-bell. Moreover the “Sun” man averred 
I lookt like an undertaker in mourning for a 
crusht tragedian. My action against the Sun 
Publishing Co. for ten thousand dollars damages 
is in the hands of Mr. Edward Lauterbach. 
The following true and faithful account appeared 
in “ The Spirit of the Times,” the organ of the 
Bookmakers’ Trust. 

“Fra Elbertus, editor of THE PHILISTINE, 
the author of LITTLE JOURNEYS, and the 
Master of the Roycroft Shop, visited New York 
last Friday, and by order of the King of Bohe- 
mia was welcomed with princely state. As the 
special train from East Aurora, personally con- 
ducted by General Agent Daniels, entered the 
Grand Central station the city was brilliantly il- 
luminated, a line of fire flashing from the Torch 
of Liberty to the Brooklyn Bridge, and along the 
Harlem to Grant’s Tomb. The streets were 
crowded. Mr. Hubbard was conducted by Major, 
the Hon. J. B. Pond, to regal apartments in the 
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Everett House, & Union Square, opposite, was THE PHI- 
adorned with the statues of Washington, Lin- ;1sTINE 
coln and Lafayette. In the evening Mr. Hubbard 
lectured at the Waldorf-Astoria on ‘The Work 
of the Roycrofters.’ The Astor Gallery was 
overcrowded, and as the lecture proceeded the 
audience overflowed into the whole hotel, the 
parlors and sitting rooms being utilized as pri- 
vate boxes. Mr. Hubbard is as handsome as 
Mambrino Prince—handsomer than his publisht 
pictures. He looks like Lord Byron, and talks 
like a combination of Artemus Ward and Mark 
) Twain. His hearers were alternately amused and 
thrilled. After the lecture Mr. Hubbard held a re- 
ception, the Hon. Clark Bell acting as Master of 
Ceremonies. Customs differ when celebrities 
meet, and he greeted his titular sovereign with 
‘Hello, Steve! Why don’t you come to East 
Aurora?’ The town was painted a royal purple 
in his honor, and refreshments were served at 
the wide open houses until daylight did appear. 
On his next visit Mr. Hubbard will lecture in a 

larger hall—Carnegie or Chickering—and the 
d Lotus Club will give him a congratulatory din- 
ner. On Saturday he returned to East Aurora 
with five hundred dollars in gold, the freedom of 
New York City, & a broad-brimmed hat a little 
too small.” 
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LISTINE 








T the matinee talk in New 
York we had Bolton Hall 
sit on the platform by way 
of contrast. In point of 
personal pulchritude Mr. 
Hall oufranks Mr. Michael 
Monahan & Mayor McGuire 
of Syracuse, who have long 
been considered the two homeliest men in 
America, barring Hawley Smith. But B. Hall’s 
successes have caused him to evolve a double 
chin, and his self-satisfied smile makes you think 
at once of the late Mr. Crowley of Central Park. 
While in New York I had the misfortune to be- 
lieve I had some foreign substance in my eye— 
one of my eyes—and so I called upon Dr. 
Gertrude Kelley, Oculist in Ordinary to Phi- 
listia, who is also a lecturer in the New York 
Woman’s Medical College. The Doctor exam- 
ined the disordered member carefully, applied 
something out of a bottle, informed me that there 
was really nothing the matter with my eye, and 
charged me five dollars for the Uncle Toby 
business. 





ALL SUBSCRIPTIONS TO THE PHIL- 
ISTINE MUST BEGIN WITH THE CUR- 
RENT ISSUE—NO USE TO ASK FOR 
BACK NUMBERS—WE HAVE N’T ANY. 
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LECTURED also in Phila- THE PHI- 
delphia ; when the hands of LISTINE 
the clock pointed to 8:15, Mr. 
Edward Bok & I walkt upon 
the stage. For an instant 
there was a silence like the 
stillness of death, & I saw a 
} x p dozen or more people in the 
| front rows gasping for breath. Several women 
fainted; and a man in one of the boxes placed 
his hand to his forehead in a dazed way, strug- 
gled to his feet, seized a pillar for support & then 
stumbled and groped his way to the door. 
But Dr. Geo. M. Gould was there, and lucky it 
was. He saved the day by throwing his hat in 
the air and emitting a Sitting Bull whoop. The 
audience caught the cue and for five minutes the 
applause continued. Then there came a lull and 
Mr. Bok steppt to the front, made a most grace- 
ful and gracious little speech welcoming me to 
Bokville and introduced me to the multitude. 
I think better of Mr. Bok than I used to, and 
since he has modified that plank in his platform 
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= 
; concerning the wearing of tan shoes by widows, 
I am inclined to put him on probation for a year 
and then if his centrition seems genuine take 
him into Philistia, & let Ali Baba enter his name 
on the Roster in colors. 
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LISTINE 





HE practice of paying sal- 
aries to preachers, I think is 
a mistake. When you pay a 
man for telling you things, 
self interest will prompt that 
man not to tell you anything 
that may displease you. 
Patronage in literature is 
fatal to the highest art, and wages to a preacher, 
probably, will cause the man to dilute his hom- 
ily to fit your ears. The men who have led na- 
tions out of captivity have never been baited by 
a quarterly prebend. The clergy should be free, 
for their own good and ours. Every preacher 
should join the ranks of useful industry, and thus 
secure for himself economic freedom. Then when 
he has a message let him stand up and say it. 
That the clergy outranks in intelligence and in- 
tegrity any of the other learned professions, 
there is little doubt; but the grim fact remains 
that under present cenditions a preacher, usually, 
is merely an atterney for the defense—a paid 
minion—often on half-rations, and therefore 
powerless to express his better self—preaching 
only goose-dogma, that a goose is fore-ordained 
to be roasted. 

In East Aurora is a clergyman whose salary is 
something less than six hundred dollars a year. 
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In fact there are five other clergymen inthe town TIlE PHI- 
in a like predicament, for in East Aurora, asin LISTINE 
all other country villages, religion is competitive, 
not co-operative. The result is that the pews of 
7 no church are ever all filled, and the pulpit has 
a fierce struggle to exist. 
So grievious has this rivalry been at times that 
the piece of the community has been threatened. 
Think of it, in a little town—six churches to 
heat and light, six parsonages to keep in order, 
six preachers to pay—and an average attendance 
i in each church of about fifty. 
} Surely it is a great economic waste, not to men- 
tion the fact that this separation has a tendency 
to develop much ill-will. 
So once, in an earnest wish to bring about co- 
operation and abolish this wasteful competition, 
I issued a manifesto to the people of the village 
suggesting we form a Theological Trust, and do 
away with all churches but one. I offered to be 
the pastor myself to the whole people, without 
pay, & that there might be no hardship on part 
a+ of the deposed preachers, I proposed that they 
all go to work in the Roycroft Shop. 
Do you think they made haste to accept my 
proposition ? 
Well, I guess not. 
I was denounced in every pulpit, prayed for in 
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THE PHI. every prayer meeting, abused at the grocery, ig- 


LISTINE Nored at the Postoffice, proclaimed a varlet at 





the Woman’s Club, vilified at the Railroad Sta- 
tion whenever I went down to see the four- 
o’cleck train come in. 

For a month I dared not appear on the street un- 
less attended by Sammy the Artist, Ali Baba, 
Saint Jerome and the Red One, all carrying 
goodly truncheons. 

But all this is merely by the way: what I wisht 
to say was that one particular church in East 
Aurora, about a year ago, got in a Bad Way. 
The pastor was in debt, and the trustees were 
being dogged by creditors, some pleading and 
others irate. 

Something must be done. 

One of the trustees, whose wife is a member of 
the church, altho he is not, askt my advice in the 
matter, as preliminary to striking me for a sub- 
scription. I promptly advised them to disband. 
He declared they would not—it was a matter of 
pride and principle. ‘We will stick it out—we 
will stick it out until hell congeals,”’ said my 
neighbor in a burst of pious enthusiasm. 

And he went off. 

They were bound to go on, and Church Fairs 
having been overworkt, Grab Bags being tem- 
porarily tabooed, Chicken Pie Socials below par, 
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the good people were in a serious quandary as THE PHI- 
to what to do. Suddenly there came tothe preach- LISTINE 
er a Bright Idea—he said, “I have it—we will 

start a cattery.” 


~ “A which?” askt a sister. 
‘* We will raise cats.” 
“Oh!” 


“Yes, we will supply cats to all of our Newly 
Acquired Colonies. I have studied this subject 
long & I find that wherever there are cats, there, 
too, is virtue, excellence, loving-kindness and 
truth ; and where cats are not there is perversity, 
wickedness, lack of culture and laxity. Savage 
nations have dogs, but cats go only with civili- 
zation, and therefore our duty clearly lies along 
the line of supplying cats to the sullen peoples. 
In return we will take cocoanuts, dried fish, hard 
woods, pearls, precious stones, diamonds, goat- 
skins and guano. Introduce cats and the ques- 
tion of civilization is solved.” 
Then the reverend gentleman seemed to warm 
to his argument. It was all a sudden inspiration 
to him—it came on the minute—but in explaining 
“> the subject to others it became luminous to him- 
self. “‘ Yes,” he declared “ yes, I defy anyone to 
name a civilized country that has not many cats, 
and I challenge the world to name me a single 
barbaric nation that has within its borders a sin- 
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THE PHI. gle Angora. In Zululand, Afghanistan, or the 





LISTINE Feejce Islands are there cats? No, no, no, not 





one!" 

So they started their cat farm back of the par- 
sonage. Almost every family in town contributed 
a cat, and some gave two. 

The enterprise has been running a year with 
hopeful results. They now have four hundred 
and thirty-four cats, altho so far only a few kit- 
tens have been casht into the ecclesiastical jack- 
pot. At present the market for cats seems a 
little off. 

Personally,I do not wish to cavil, or be unreason- 
able, or do a thing that might retard the growth 
of our town. But that a preacher should thrive 
by betraying an innocent Tabby into the clutches 
of a conscienceless Tom, is not right. I call a 
halt in the name of the Higher Criticism. 
Shakespeare, you remember set his face against 
this thing in Act III, Scene II, of “As You 
Like It.” 

Of course there are people in our village who 
will accuse me of jealousy in mentioning this 
matter. They will say I am trying to create a 
Suzerainty and wish to control all industries in 
the village, & further they will aver I am blocking 
the progress of civilization, But stil! I must be 
mentally free, and true to my better self; and I 


184 











now solemnly protest against thie whole feline THE PHI- 
business. It is immoral, reprehensible and will LigTINE 
be a levin casting contumely on our fair village. 
The yowling of these cate o’ nights is disturbing 
—- to the whole art atmosphere of the place, and if 
the entire four hundred and thirty-four cate es- 
cape, as they did once, I will not be responsi- 
ble for their safety. 
It may be that next winter all Roycrofters will 
wear cat-skin caps and mittens. 1 do not say 
where the skins will come from—this is no threat 
—I speak only of a potential condition that may 
arise out ef the exigency of local environment. 
Ali Baba has well expresst it; and altho Ali's 
literary style is slightly vitiated by much reading 
of Stephen Crane, yet the thought Is all right. 
“Out under the dewy night: Yowlings and 
mousings when cold dips the sky. 
Tender musings & thoughts disturbed by trem- 
ulous tintinnabulations on midnight air, 
Have you neither mercy nor justice in you ? 
, Theologians, tabbys, tortoiseshells, toms, 

~ Music at nightfall and at the dread hour of dawn. 
Cateskin book-covers, full and three-quarters, 
mittens, tippets, caps, 
Kittens galore, Angoras numerous, 
Tailless tabbys and sober serious toms 
Intent on fish, and canaries. 
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THE PHI- Cats for Guam, 





LISTINE Cats for Santiago, 





Cats for Mantanzas, 
Cats for Ding-Dong, 
Cats for Kraatzje, 
Cats for the Tagals, a 
Cats for the Zulus, 
Cats for the Matabeles, 
The Cat! Sweet symbol of purring domesticity, 
Also toast and tea, 
The Cat! 
Cats.” 

7 
T was once the general cus- 
tom of writers to introduce 
into their papers various 
quotations from foreign lan- 
guages. This was done, for 
the most part, to convince 
the reader that the author 
was a learned person, and 
one eminently fitted to give counsel and im- 
part wisdom. There has recently, however, 
fallen a very just suspicion that well thumbed 
dictionaries of quotations have played their 
parts long enough among the properties of the 
writer folk. And further than this, we have 
discovered that a man may be able to speak 
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two, three or four languages, and still have no THE PHI- 
thoughts worth recording in any, LISTINE 
Linguists are seldom thinkers. You give your 
time and energy (both limited, as I trust no 
a i ene will deny) to remembering words, sounds, 
accents, throat contortions and nares acrobat- 
ics, and you have no time nor energy left for 
conjaring forth thought. 
My opinion is that to master the language of 
Shakespeare is quite ambition enough for the 
average man. If you speak several languages, 
you will probably speak none of them well. 
When I last visited the Louvre, a polite gen- 
tleman outside the entrance accosted me thus, 
“Sir, 1am ze license guide. 1 speak Anglais 
in perfect flu-en-cee, ros-bif, goddam !'"” 
Then I had to explain that I was not an Eng- 
lishman as my friend supposed, and further I 
needed no guide. Later I learned that the gen- 
tleman could speak five languages, and I also 
discovered that although he acted as guide to 
an art gallery he knew nothing about art or its 
-> history, & nothing trustworthy could be gath- 
ered from him en any subject. 
This man was a very good type of the Conti- 
nental courier, to be found everywhere in Eu- 
rope. Six hundred words of a language with 
which to do business is all that is required for 
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THE PHI. a courier, and this is a little more than the 
LISTINE #verage boarding school miss has in her pos- 


session when she graduates; & yet her aunts 
and uncles often point her out with awe, asone 
who speaks French with perfect flu-en-cee ® 
When we hear too much about a man’s speak- 
ing several tongues, we afe reminded of Dr. 
Johnson’s exclamation upon another subject : 
“ Sir,” said Ursa Major, ‘a woman’s preach- 
ing is like a dog walking on its hind legs. It is 
never done well, but we are surprised that it 
can be done at all.” 

There was a time when the value of an edu- 
cation lay in being able to use it for flashing on 
the unsofisticated. Happily, things are grad- 
ually changing. The pulpit is no longer regard- 
ed as the heir of the tripod. To weigh, decide 
and think are no longer daring crimes on part 
of the layman; and we rightfully say that if 
writers are inspired, readers must be also. The 
guff that goes in the future must be of a differ- 
ent mixture than has been ladled out to us in 
the past B® ® 

The so-called “‘ learned men” have stayed the 
onward march of progress more than words 
can tell; and so, too, have the “learned pro- 
fessions ” often been stumbling blocks & rocks 
of offense to the good and true. I make no plea 
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languages, dead or living ; but I modestly pro- 
test that simplicity, truthfulness, mental self- 
reliance, physical health and the education of 
the hand, as well as brain, shall not be left out 
ef the accounting when we make our formula 
for a Man. 


* 
WONDER if you know 
Beardshear of Ames, Iowa? 
There ’s a man for you. He 
is six foot five, long-armed, 
lank, lean, homely,—home- 
ly as Abraham Lincoln. I 
do not know Beardshear’s 
history or pedigree, but he 


makes me think, at once, of the Zast Tennes- 


see mountaineers. Beardshear is an educated 
moonshiner. A grave, silent man is Beard- 
shear, but now and again a contagious smile 
plays across his features, like the vibrating of 
the leaves when kisst by a summer breeze. At 
other times Beardshear seems shrouded ina 
mist of melancholy. Beardshear is a sun-wor- 
shiper—gets up at dawn to see the sun rise; 
makes prayers to the planets, and talks with 
God as he walks upon the street. Beardshear 
has nothing to conceal. You can eit in his 
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for the indictment of every man who affects THE PHI- 


LISTINE 








THE PHI- presence without talking, and yet not be em- 


LISTINE barasst. He is as fine as Walt Whitman. You 





can speak the truth to this man,—he will not 
misunderstand you. He will forgive to seventy 
times seven @ You are not handsome, dear old 
Beardshear—I capr-: tell a lie—you have the 
bark on, & your necktie is askew—but anything 
you want in East Aurora is yours for the asking. 


* 

IS from John Ruskin— 
Fors Clavigera, No. XLV: 
And what a heritage it was, 
you had the lordship over! 
A land of fruitful vales and 
pastoral mountains; and a 
heaven ef pleasant sun- 
I shine and kindly rain; and 
times of sweet prolonged summer, and cheerful 
transient winter ; and a race of pure heart, iron 
sinew, splendid frame, and constant faith. 

All this was yours! The earth with its fair fruits 
and innocent creatures ;—the firmament with its 
eternal lights and dutiful seasons—the men, 
souls and bodies, your fathers’ true servants 
for a thousand years—their lives and their child- 
ren’s children’s lives given into your hands, to 
save or to destroy—their food yours—as the 
gtazing of the sheep is the shepherd’s; their 
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thoughts yours—priest and tutor chosen for THE PHI- 
them by you ; their hearts yours—if you would LISTINE 
but so much as know them by sight and name, 
and give them the passing grace of your own 
glance, as you dwelt among them, their king. 
And all of this monarchy and glory, all this 
power and love, all this land & its people, you 
pitifulest, foulest of Iscariots, soppt to choking 
with the best of the feast from Christ’s own fin- 
gers, you have deliberately sold to the highest 
bidder—Christ, and His Poor, and His Paradise 
together ; and instead of sinning only, like poor 
natural Adam, gathering of the fruit of the Tree 
of Knowledge, you, who don’t want to gather it, 
touch it with a vengeance—cut it down and sell 
the timber. 

> 
O make a beautiful thing is 
Cn 7) a far greater achievement 

AN ‘a Ra than to own it. The producer 
is of more value and interest 
than the buyer. But in these 
latter days we have, to a 
great degree, lost sight of 
this fact, and in our frantic 
efforts to ae the buyer we have ignored, sac- 
rificed and scorned the producer. Man, like Deity, 
creates in his own image. And if you grind all 
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THE PHI. the personality out of a man, and make him but 
LISTINE the part of a machine, you are hastening the 


death of Art, for Art is born of Individuality. 
* 
AM always pleased to get 
a Plaint from a Discerning 
Person when his Stenog. or 
the Postman is bookish and 
pinches his Choice Stuff—it 
shows my work is being ap- 
preciated. 
Here is a Good One from 
Robert Lewis Barker, Founder of the Rhode 
Island Chapter, Society of Philistines, Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island. 


O woe! O git ! O—anything you please to 
men 

Pray lend your ears and also your attention. 

My « “ Little Journeys,” (eighteen-ninety-eight ) 

Have not turned up and I am in a state 

Where anger, grief, and blasfemy, combined, 

Devour my days and eke my pseudo mind. 

Good Mother Hubbard, hump yourself I pray, 

And send your dog his bones without delay. 

Nor tell him that the cupboard now is ton 

And double-dye (fast black) him in despair. 

Three several times I 've askt & got some guff 

But nary Booklets, and I swear it 's ruff. 

Bid Ali Baba hustle them like hell, 

Salaam-aleikum Hubbard, fare you well ! 
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Cotfee Headaches. 


SOA meeeeees 644 sees sssssscsessecosoes 


17 Years’ Experience. 


** When Postum Cereal Coffee first 
came out, I was glad to begin the use 
of it and stop coffee, for I had long 
been convinced that my sick head- 
aches (from which I had suffered for 
17 years) were caused more or less by 
coffee drinking. The headaches van- 
ished like magic after the use of Pos- 
tum was begun, and I can truthfully 
Say that the first box of Postum Ce- 
real Coffee did me more good than all 
the headache powders and other cures 
for that disease, that I had taken 
throughout the whole 17 years of suf- 
fering. 

** Naturally, I am absolutely certain 
that my headaches resulted directly 
from the use of coffee. You can use 
my testimonial, but please do not use 
my name in public.’”’ Mrs. In- 
dianapolis, Ind. Name can be fur- 
nished by Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., 
Battle Creek, Mich. 














lf You Are 
Unfortunate Enough 


To Love Violins, 


You may struggle against the 
desire to possess a copy of Lyon 
& Healy’s Old Violin Catalog, 
just off the press, but the strug- 
gle will be vain. 

Worse yet, in their new list of 
old masterpieces — the finest col- 
lection of old fiddles in America 
—Lyon & Healy make such 
tempting offers, that you will 
probabiy consider it your plain 
duty to yourself to secure a fine 
instrument. 

Several violins will be sent on selection when de- 
sired. Easy terms of payment may be arranged. 


LYON & HEALY, 


86 Adams St., 
Chicago. 
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a Sonnet Sequence by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


7 Each of the one hundred and two sonnets begins 
with a special large initial, hand illumined through- 
out; stoutly bound in boards, leather back & corners. 
@ Edition limited to nine hundred and twenty-five 
copies on Roycroft hand made paper, each $5.00. 
J The tout ensemble of this book makes it suitable for 
a wedding present—being a little better in point of 
typography than our “‘ Sonnets of Shakespeare,” al- 
though not equal to our *‘ Sonnets from the Portu- 
guese.”’” 

THE ROYCROFTERS 

East Aurora, New York 


P. S. The ‘Sonnets from the Portuguese” are 
all sold—it is quite useless to bother us by ordering 
them. If we had any we would keep them. The orig- 
inal price was $5, but Bangs recently sold one at 
auction for $12.50. 
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Brethren: 


I have brought my negatives, the 
original plates, twenty years in ac- 
cumulation, made by myself, to New 
York, where I am now printihg from 
them by the aid of skilled help on old 
‘‘ first love’’ Rives’ Albumen. Fifty 
new Indian and game subjects added 
last year. New catalog, send 5 cents 
for it. Sample prints, 10 cents. Grand 
collection of one hundred and fifty- 
four subjects, original photos, cabi- 
net and 6x8, $20.00, on approval to 
the elect. Ask for information about 
engravings. Best things yet, set of 
buffalo pictures, made where the 
**skin hunters’’ worked in winters 
1878-82. 





L. A. HUFFMAN, Artist 


Miles City, Montana, or 111 East 
Twenty-fifth St., New York City. 



























Little Journeys 
To the Homes of 


Eminent Painters 
BY 


ELBERT HUBBARD 


Comprising the Following Subjects 
1 Michael Angelo 7 Fortuny 


2 Rembrandt 8 Ary Scheffer 

3 Rubens g Jean Francois Millet 
4 Meissonier 10 Joshua Reynolds 

§ Titian 1r Landseer 


6 Anthony Van Dyck 12 Gustave Dore 


In one volume, illustrated with 24 
portraits & reproductions of master- 
pieces. Bound by the Roycrofters in 
limp leather, satin-lined, title inlaid. 
The price for the book is $2.00, by ex- 
press, prepaid. 


THE ROYCROFTERS, 
East Aurora, 
New York. 
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Comfort inTravel 


is found in a high degree on 
the through trains of the 


MICHIGAN CENTRAL 
ee 


Chicago and Detroit 
to Buffalo, New York, 
Boston, and the East, 
via New York Central 
and Boston & Albany 
railroads. 


O. W. Ruccrzs, 
G. P. and T. Agt., Chicago. 
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~~ O any one of the Faithful 
Be yo who has not a camera we 
SC af. offer this friendly advice: 
Ag 4, BUY ONE—for amateur 
wieweues photography is most fas- 


cinating. This illustration is of the 


KORONA LONG FOCUS--SERIES VI 








It is a fine instrument, does good work and has 
more desirable features than any other camera we 
know about. 

Write the manufacturers of this camera for a cata- 


logue. They are 


THE GUNDLACH OPTICAL CO., 
747 South Clinton Ave., 
Rochester, N. Y. 












Good Chings trom the West. 


Navajo Blankets, 


($2.50 to $100) 
Pottery, 
Indian Wares, 
Baskets. 
Selected especially for ar- 
tistic furnishing of Library, 
Studio or Den. 


SEND FOR BOOKLET. 


HERBERT A. COFFEEN, 
Sheridan, Wyoming. 





A Booklet issued by the Lehigh Val- 
ley Railroad telling about the best 
routes, lowest rates and best service 
to Florida, Cuban and all Southern 
points will be sent on receipt of four 
cents in stamps (to cover postage) 
by A. A. HEARD, Western Passen- 
ger Agent, Buffalo, N. Y. 





VIGORAL for cats—ask your grocer! 
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It may happen that I 
Shall find-solace in 
that which btings’ sor- 
row to you, and that 
y ate to you speaks 

gladness may be 
fraught with affliction 
for me. But nomatter ; 
inte my grief will entor 


.all that yee sawy of 
beauty ard comfort, 
and into my re 
wil] pass all that was 
great in your sadness. 


Maurice Maeterlinck, 














